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PROLOGU E. | 


INCE co your fam'd fore: father: quite contrary, 
You from their pleaſures, as their wiſdom wary z 
What art, wvhat met bed, ſhall the poet _ 
To bit the taſte of each fantaſtic mind; 
Legion of joys your tand ring fancies lead, | 
Like ſummer flies, tobich in the ſhambles breed; 5 
#ach year they ſwarm anew, and to the hf ſucceed. 
Time was, when fools by fellowſhip were known ; 
But now they fliray; and in this populous torun 
FE ach coxcomb bas a folly of bis own. 
Some dreſs, ſome dance, ſome play; not to forget 
| Your piguet parties, and your dear baſſet. 
Some praiſe, ſome rail, ſome bow, and jome make foe 
Tour country ſquires bunt foxez—your court, places. 
The city too fills up the various ſcene, 
Where fools lay wagers, and where wiſe men win. 
One rails at Celia for a late miſcbance; X 
One grambles, and cries up the pott of France; 
This man talks politics, and that takes pills ; 
One cures bis con, axd ene thenation's ills, 
New fiddling, and the charms of ſirg-ſong, win ye; 
THarmenious Peg, and warbling Valentini. 
An to your d- inking—but, for that, we ſpare it, 
Nor with your other wile delights compare it, 
There's ſemething more has Bond, there's ſenſe in 
clever. = 
Iſcaraub ie neglected werſe, in long giſprace, 
Amory fl your many pleaſures finds no place; 
The virtuous laws of common ſenſe ſer ſwearing, 
You darn us, like att d juries, without bearing. 
# ach puny whipfier here bas wit emagh, 


ib 2 airs, und ſuperciliaus iu ff. 
Te cry, Tebis tragedy's ſuch damm d grove fluff. 


nut non ave bepe more equal judges come, 

Hinte Flanders ſends the generous warriors bome : 
You that have fought for liberty and latos, 

Whoſe valour the proud Gallic tyrant awves, 

= te aſſert the ſting muſes cavſe ; 

Since the ſame flame, by d erent ways e preſi d, 
Glows in the hero's and the poet's breaſt; 

The ſame great thougbts that rouſe you to the fight, 
Inſpire the muſe, and bid the poet or ite. 


| SSA. 

E PILOGWU- E. 
Spoken by ETxetLinDda, 

HE 15 ef the day being now gone br engl, 


Iguit the ſaint, and am like one of you ; 
As well to look to, the nut quite ſo ge; 


I bate in ſpirit, but keep my fl-ſp and blood. 
The einſp tly ſeann'd, 


of this play being ri 
ts, be that leaves bis nown 25 wife is dawn d. 
F lea ve to you to make the application: 

Tue dobirine, tho' a little out of faſhion, 


Pes haps, indeed, ſuc ate your: wand" ring brains, 


| And all ef yeu, at leaft, ar I preſume, 


I Thoſe morals then, which from your theugbts were 
4 


* 
' © 


| 


SCENE, in KN; about Twenty Years after 


| 


Aa be of uſe in this ſame Jonful nation. 
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What think you of the matter? Which of you 
Would, for his jpouſe, like my true turtle di 
When <vea!th and beauty both at once im porture, 

M bo wpauld not leawe bis wife, to make bis fortune? 
1 » ſome, I know, it may uppear but odly, 

That this place, of all others, ſhould turn gadiy: 
But wvhat of that ? ſince ſome goed folks there art, 
Would gladly be inhructed any wwbere. 

Nor ſbeuld you ſcorn the weakneſy of the teacher; 
The wiſeſt man is not the ableſt preacher. 

E'en cue, poor wwomen, have ſometimes the pow'r, 
Read as you are, and rich in learning's tore, 

To teach you men what you ne er knew before, 

To no enthuſiaſtic rage wwe ſeoell, 

Nor fram, now att Tom Tumbler out of zeal. 

But tho wwe don't pretend to inſpiration, 

Yet like the prophets of a neighbour nation, 

Our teaching cbiefly lies in agitation. 


; 


Our author might have ſpar'd bis tragic pains ; 
By tht you ve ſupp'd, and are ſet in to drinking; 
Some ſweeter matters will employ your thinking ; 
With nympbs divine, worit on each gloſs before ye, 
You'll be but liitle better fer our ſtor y. 

But fince the parting hour, tho' late, will come, 
May find ſome kind inſttuctive ſpe at bome, 0 
Then our!am letfures tolll, I bope, be read, 


ea, 
Shall be put beme to you, and taugbt abed. 


M E N. 


HrncrsT, King of Kent, Son to Hengiſt the 
firſt Saxon Invader of Britain, 
AIZ Tr, his Brother. 
Orr, a Saxon Prince. 
Sor, Miniſter and Favourite to the King. 
Os warb, Friend to Aribert. 


W O M EI N. 


Robocuxt, a Saxon Princeſs, Siſter to Off 
betrothed to the King. ; 
ETHxrtinDA, a Britiſh Lady, privately married 

to Aribert. 


Prieſts, Officers, Soldiers, and other Attendants- 


we 


the firſt Invaſion of Britain by the Saxons. 


- 


ſt the 


ding. 


ROYAL CONVERT. 


Ke. 
SCE N E, a Palace. 


Enter Aribert and Oſwald. * 
4. OCH are, my friend, the joys our loves 
have known, i 

So ſtili to be defired, ſo ever new, 
Nor by fruition pall'd, nor chang'd by abſence. 
Whate'er the poets dreamt of their ElyGum, 
Or what the ſaints believe of the firſt paradiſe, 
Such have we found 'em fil), ili che ſame. 

Oro. Such grant, kind Heaven, their courſe to 

be for ever! 

But yet, my prince, forgive your faithful Oſwald, 
If he believes you melt with too much tenderneſs ; 
Your noble heart forgets it's native greatneſs, 
And finks in ſoftneſs, when you langaiſh thus, 
Thos figh and murmur but for fix days abſence. 

Ar. Chide not; but think, if e'er 
Thou lov'aſt thyſelf, how thou wert wont to judge 
Of time, of love, of abſence an1 impatience. ' 
What! fix long days, and never write nor ſend ! 
Tho' Adelmar and Kenwald, faithful both, 

Were left behind to bring me tidings from her! 
How, Ethelinda! how haſt thou forgot me 

Ofto. Perhaps I err ; but if the pain be ſuch, 
Why is the fait-one, who alone can eaſe it, 

Thus far divided from your longiag arms ? 

"Twere better ne'er to part, than thus to mourn. 
Ar. Oh, Oſwald ! is there not a fatal cauſe ? 
Thou know'ſt my Ethelinda——— 

Oſw. Is a chriftian ; | 
A name by Saxons, and their. gods, abhorr'd. 

To me her differing faith imports not much. 

"Tis true, indeed, bred to my country's manners, 
I worſhip as my fathers did before me. 

Unpraftis'd in diſputes, and wrangling fchools, 

I ſeek no farther knowledge, and ſo keep 

My wind at peace, nor know the pain of doubting : 
What others think | judge not of too nicely, 

But hold, all hone men are ju the right, 

Ar. Then know yet more; for my whole breaſ. 
en all my ſecret ſoul: Iam a chriſtian. [is thine, 
"Tis wonderful to tell; tor oh, my Oſwald ! ' 
| lifen'd to the chatmer of my heart. 

Still, as the night that fled away, I fate, 
I beard her, with an eloquence divine, 
Reaſon of holy and myſterious truths; Tjuftice: 


— 


Of Heav'n's moſt righteous doom, of man's in- 


Of laws to curb the will, and bind the paſſions; 
Of life, of death, of immortality. ; 

My very ſoul was awd, was ſhook within me 
Methought I heard diſtin, 1 ſaw moſt plain, 
Some angel, in my Ethelinda's form, 

Point out my way to everlaſting happineſs, 


8 


1 


Oſco. Tis wonderful, indeed ! and yet great 
By nature half divine, ſoar to the ſtars, [ touls, 
And ho!d a near acquaintance with the gods. 
Andy oh, my prince! when I turvey thy virtue, 

I own the ſeal of Heav'n imprinted on thee ; 

| ſtand convinc'd that good and holy powers 
Inſpire and take delight to dwell within thee. 

Yet crowds will till believe, and prieſts will teach, 
As wand'ring fancy and as int'reſt lead. 

How will the king, and our fierce Saxon chiefs, 
Approve this bride and faith? Had royal Hengiſt, 
Thy father, liv'd 

Ar. Tis on that rock we periſh ; 
Thou bring'ſt his dreadful image to my thoughts, 
And now he ſtands before me, ſtormy, fierce, 
[mperious, unrelenting, and to death 
Tenacious of his purpoſe, once reſoly'd. 

Jo ſuch he ſeems, as when ſevere and frowning 

e forc'd the king, my brother, and myſelf, 

To kneel and ſwear at Woden's cruel altar, 
Firſt, never to forego our country's gods; 
Then made us vow, with deepeſt imprecations, 
f it were either's fortune e er to wed, 

Never to chuſe a wife among the chriſtians, 

Ow. Have you not fail'd in both? 

Ar. "Tis true, I have; 

But for a cauſe ſo juſt, ſo worthy of me, [fail'd. 
That not t'have fail'd in both, had been thave 
Yes, Oſwald, by the conſcious judge within, 

$9 do 1 ſtand acquitted to myſelt, 

That were my Ethelinda free from danger, 

On peril of my lite I would make known, 

And to the world avow my leve and faith. you. 
Oo. I dare not, nay, cis ſure I cannot blame 
But, oh, my prince, let me conjure you now, 

By that moſt faithful ſervice I've ſtill paid you, 

By love, and by the gentle Ethelinda, 

Be cautious of your danger, reſt in ſilence, 

In holy matters, zeal may be your guide, 

And lift you on her flaming wings to Heav'n; 

Zut here on earth truſt reaſon, and be ſafe. 


Ambroſiuvs, arms, and calls us forth to battle, 
Demanuing back the fruitful fields of Kent, 

By Vortigern to royal Hengiſt given; 

A mean reward for all thoſe Saxon lives 
Were loft, in propping Britain's finking ſtate, 
Oſeo. The war with Britain is e diſtant danger, 
Nor to be weigh'd with our domeſtic fears. 
Young Offa, chief among our Saxon prigces, 
Who art the king's entreaty friendly came 1 
From Northern Jutland, and the banks of Elbe, 
Wich twice ten thouſand warriors to his aid, 


£ - A'S 


4- 


Ar. "Tis true, the preſent angry face of things, 
Refpeaks our cooleſt thoughts: the Britiſh king, 


Frowns on our court, complains_aloud of wrongs, 


»— mae: — 


And fear prevents defire. [ 


Of brother's love, or celebrated friends, - 


But lovers beſt can plead their cauſe themſelves 2 


- And pay bis humble homage at your feet. 


—__ 0.4L 


And wears 3 public face of diſcontent. 

Ar. "Tis ſaid he is offended, that the king 
Delays to wed his fifter, 

Ofw. "Twas agreed; 
"Twas made the firſt condition of their friendſhip, 
And ſworn with all the pomp of prieſts and altats, 
That beauteous Rodogune ſhould be our queen: 
Then wherefore this delay? The time was fx d, 
The feaſt was bid, and mirth proclaim'd to all; 
The crowd grew jovial with the hopes of holidays, 
And. according to our country's manner, 
Provok d his fellow with a friendly bowl, 
And bleſs'd the royal pair : when on the morn, 
The very morn that ſhou!d have join'd their hands, 
The king forbade the rites. 

Ar. Two days are-paſt, 
Nor has my brother ye: diſclos'd the cauſe. 
Laſt night, at parting from him, he ſtopt ſhort, 
Then catch'd my hand, and with a troubled accent, 
With words that ſpoke like ſectet ſhame and forrow, 
He told me he had ſmething to impart, 
And wiſh'd that I would wait him in the morning. 

Oſco. But ſet, Prince Offa and his beauteous fiſter ! 
The king's moſt favour'd counſellor, old Scofrid, 
Js with 'em too. 

Ar. Retire z 1 would not meet em. 
That princeſs, Ofwald, is efttem'd a wonder. 
To me ſhe ſeems moſt fair; and yet, methinks, 
Doſt thou not mark? There is I know not what 
Of ſullen and ſevere, of fierce and haughty, 

That pleaſes not, but awes; I gaze aſtonith'd, 
xeunt Ari. and Of 
Enter Offa, Rodoguae, Seofrid, and Attendants. 

Offa. By Woden, no! I will not think he meant itz 
Revenge had elſe brea ſwift.———So high I hold 
The honour of à ſoldier and a king, | 
I wo'not think your maſter meant to wrong me. 
Let him beware, however——jealous friendſhip, 
And beauty's tender fame, can brook no flights, 
What in a foe I pardon or deſpiſe, 

Is deadly from a friend, and fo to be repaid. 
Seof. Whatever fame or ancient ſtory tells 


„ 


Whoſe faith, in perils oft, and oft in death, 
Severely had been try'd, and never broke, 
Such is the truth, «nd ſuch the grateful mind, 
Of royal Henyt to the princely Off. 
Nor you, faic princeſs, frown, if warsand troubles, 
FH. watchfal councils, and if cares which wait 
On kings, tht nurſing-fathers of their people, 
Wirhold awhite the monarch from your arms, 

Red. When fierce Ambtofius leads the Britons 
ThunJers in arms, and ſhakes the duſty field, [ forth, 
It ſvits thy wary maſter's caution well, 
To fit with dreaming heary heads at council, 
And vaſte the midnight taper in debates. 
But let him Mil be wiſe, conſult his ſafety, 
And trouble me no more. Does be ſend thee 
With tales of dull reſpect, and faint excuſes ? | 
Tell bim, he might have ſpar'd the fofmal meſſage, 
Till ſome kind friend had told him how I languiſh d, 
How like a turtle I bemoan'd his abſence. 

Seof. Pardon, fair excellence, If falt'ring age 
Profanes the n I was bid to paint, 


Aud drops the tale imperfeft from my tongue. 


Aud ſee, your Nlave, the king, my maſter," comes, 
To move your gentle. heart with faithful vows, 


F nter the Kiag, Cunard, and other Attendants. 
King. Ryt that I truſt not to that babbler, Fame, 


Who, cateleſs of the majeſty of kings; 


CONVERT. 


The eaſy ideots to believe in moaſters, 
I ould have much to charge you with, my brother; 
| Rand accvsꝰ d 
Ofa. How, Sir! 
King. So ſpeaks report, | 
As wanting to my honour and my friend; 
By you I ſtand accus d. ; 
Offa, Now, by our friendſhip, 
If that be yet an oath, reſolve me, Hengiſt, 
Wheace are theſe doubts between us, whence this 
coldneſs ? | , 
Say, thou, who know'(t, what ſudden ſecret thought 
Has ſtepp'd between, and dafted the public joy? 
Thou call'ſt me brother ; wherefore wait the prieſts, 
And ſuffer men's holy fires to languiſh ?/ 
What hincers but that now the rites begin, 
That now we loſe all thoughts of paſt diſpleaſure, 
And in the tempie tie the facred knot 
Of love and frienaſhip to endure for ever? f makes 
King. What hiaders it, indeed, but that which 
This medly war within ; but that which caufes 
This ſickneſs of the ſoul, and weighs her down 
With more than mortal cares ? 
Offa. What ſhall J call 
| This ſecret gloomy grief, that hides it's head, 
And loves to lurk in ſhades ? Have royal minds 
Soch thoughts as ſhun the day ? 
King. Urge me no farther; - 
But, like a friend, be willing not to know 
What to reveal would give thy friend a pain. 
Be ſtill the partner of my heart, and ſhare 
In arms and glory with me! but, oh! leave, 
Leave me alone to ſtruggle thro' one thought, 
One fecret anxious pang that ja's within me, 
That makes me act a madman's part before thee, 
And talk confuſion If thou art my friend, 
Thou haſt heard me, and be ſatisfy'd— if not, 
I have too much deſcended from myſelf 
ſo make the mean r1equeſt——but reſt we here. 
Io you, fair priaceſ 
Red. No!——there needs no more; 
For I would ſpare thee the unready tale. 
Know, faithleſs king, I give-thee back thy vows, 
And bid thee fin ſecure, be ſafely perjur'd ; 
Since, if. our gods behold thee with my eyes, 
Their thunder hull be kept for nobler vengeance, 
And what they ſcorn, like me, they ſhall forgive. 
King. When anger !ightens in the fair-one tees, 
Lowly we bow, as to offended heaven, 
With blind obedience, and ſubmiſflive worſh'p ; 
Howe'er the preſent circumſtance reproach me, 
Yer ſtill my heart avows your beauty s pow't, 
My eyes confeſs you fair. 
Rod. Whate'er | am 
Is of myſelf, by native worth exiſting, 
Secure and independent of thy praiſe; 
Nor let it ſeem too proud a boaſt, if minds 
By nature great, are cooſcious of their greatneſs, 
has a mean to borrow aught from flattery. 
ing. Vou are offended, lady. : 
Red Hengift, no. . 85 
Perhaps thou think ſt this generous indignation, 
That bluſhing bus ns vupon my glowing cheek, 
And ſparkles in my eyes, « woman's weakneſs : 
Miſtaken monarch | 
For know, een from the G@aft,qny ſoul diſdain's thee 3 
Nor am I left by thee, but thau by me- 
Offa. No more, my fifter : let the gown-men talk, 
And mark out right and wrong in noiſy courts; 
While the brave find a nearer way to juſtice : 
They hold themſelves the balance and the ſword, 
And ſuffer wrong from none.—'Tis much bene 


Scatters layd'lyes among the c:owd, and wins 
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To aſk again the debt you owe to honour; (me 
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e that be ſatisfy'd, we ſtill are friends, | 
kad brothers of the war. But mark me, Hengiſt, 
Jam not us'd to wait; and if this day 


Piſs vnregarded 4s the former two, 
don 45 to-morrow dawns expect me 

King. Where ? 

G. Arm'd in the fielu a 

Seef. [ To the King] Beſeech you, Sir, be calm: 
The valiant prince—— 

Offa. Tho' I could wiſh it otherwiſe, | 
And fince the hogour of the Saxon name, 
And empire here in Britain, reſts upon thee, 
Believe me, I would ill be found thy friend. 

[ Fxeunt Offa, Rodngune, and Attendants. 

King. No, | renounce that friend{bip ! Periſh too, 
Periſh that name and friendſhip both for ever! 
What are the kingdoms of the peopled earth, 
What are cheir purple and their crowns to me, 
If lam curs'd within, and want that peace 
Which every ſlave enjoys? 

Seef. My royal matter, 
It racks my aged heart to ſee you thus; 
But, oh! what aid, what counſel can | bring you, 
When all yon eaſtern down, e'en to the ſurge 
That bellowing bexts on Dover's chalky cliff, 
With creſted helmets thick embattled ſhines ? 
With theſe your friends, what are you but the 

greateſt? +50 

With theſe your foes—Oh, let me loſe that thought, 
And rather think I ſee you Britain's king, 
Ambroſius vanquiſh'd, and the fartheſt Pits 
Submitted to your ſway, tho" the ſame ſcene 
Diſcover'd to my view the haughty Rodogune 
Plac'd on your throne, and partner of your bed. 

King, What! ſhould | barter beauty for ambition, 
Take a domeſtic fury to my breift, 
And never know one minure's peace again? 
Stateſman, thou reafon'ft ill, By mighty Thor, 
Who wields the thunder, I will rather chuſe 
To meet their fury. Let em come together, 
Young Offa and Ambroſius. Tho' my date 


| 


| 


Of mortal life be ſhort, it ſhall be glorious; | 


Each minute ſhall be rich in ſome great action, 
To ſpeak the king, the hero, and the lover, 

Seof. In honovur's name remember what you are, 
Break from the bondage of this feeble paſſion, 

And urge your way to glory: leave with ſcorn 
Unmanly pleaſures to unmanly minds, | 
And thro' the rough, the thorny paths of danger, 
Aſpire to virtue and immortal greatneſs. 

King. Hence with thy hungry, dull, untimely 
The fond aeluding ſophiſtry of ichoo!s. (morals, 
Who would be great, but to be havpy too? 

What is the monarch, mighty, rich, and great? 
What, but the common victim of the fate: 
to grow old in cares, to waſte his blood, 
And Rill be wretche\ for the public good 
' _[Fxcunt. 


— 8 — 


n 
Enter the King and Scofrid. 
Kg. Ns more of theſe unneceſſary doubrs : 
Thy cold, thy cautious age, is vainly 
anxious; 
Thy fears are inaufpicious to my courage, 
And chill the native ardour of my foul. 
This (ullen, cloudy ſky, that bodes « ſtorm, 
Shall clear, and every danger fleet away : 
Our Saxons ſhall forget the preſent diſcord, 


Ad vrge the Britons with united arme; 


Tu: ROYAL CONVERT. 5 


Hymen ſhall be aton'd, ſhall join two hearts 
Agreeing, kind, and fi: teu for each other, 
And Aribert ſhall be the pledge of peace. 
+ Seof. Propitious god of love, ineline his heart 
To melt before her ezes, to meet her wiſhes, 
And yield ſubmiſſion to the haughty maid. 
| Enter Aribert. 

King. But fee, he comes. 
Oh, Aribert! my ſoul has long defir'd thee, 
| Has waited long for thy relief, and wanted 
To ſhare the burgen which ſhe bears with theey 
And give thee half her ſorrows. 

Ar. Give me all, 
E'en all the pain you feel, and let my truth 
Be greatly try'd; let there be much to ſuffer, 
To prove how much my williog heart can bear, 
To eaſe my king, my brother, and my fr end. 

King. | know thee ever gentle in thy nature, 
And therefore allmy hope of peace dwells wit thee, 


For, oh, my heart has labour'd long with pain, 


And wanted ſuch a band as thine to heal me. 

- Ar. Speak it, nor wound the ſoftneſs of my ſoul 

With theſe obſcure complainings; ſpeak, my rd. 
King. Firſt, then, this fatal marriage is my curſe, 

This galling yoke, to which my neck is doem'd, 

This bride——ſhe is my plague——fhe haunts my 

dreams, 

Invades the ſofter ſilent hour of reſt, [dious, 

And breaks the balmy ſlumber. Night grows te- 

She ſeems to lag, and hang her ſable wings ; 

And yet I dread the dawning of the morn: 


Hengift, ariſe, to-morrow is thy laſt. 

Ar. A thouſand (peaking griefs are in your eyes, 
To tell the rack within——1 read it plain, © 
But, oh, my king ! what prophet could have dreamt 
A turn like this, that beauty ſhould deſtroy, 


moſt ? 
King. Oh, wherefore nam'ſt thou love? Can 
there be love, f 
When choice, the free, the chearful voice of nature, 
And reaſon's drareſt privilege is wanting ? 
What cruel laws impoſe a bride, or bridegroom, 
On any brute but man? Obſerve the beaſts, 
And mark the teather'd kind ; does not the turtle, 
When Venus and the coming ſpring incite him, 
Chuſe out his mate himſe!f, and love her moſt, 
Becauſe he likes her beſt ? But kings muſt wed, 
(Curſe on the hard condition of their roya'ty !) 
That ſordid ſlaves may toi: and eat in peace. 
Ar. "Tis hard indeed. Would the had never 
1h come, 
King. Sd would I but no- | 
Air. Ay, now, what remedy ? 
When to refuſe the Saxon Offa's iter [Hengif, 


|Shall ſhake your throne, and make the name of 


Tue famous, the vitorious name of Hengiſt, 
Grow vile and mean in Britain. | 
King. Yes, my brother, 
There is a remedy, and only one. * 
This proud, imperious fair, whoſe haughty foul 
Diſdains the humble monarchs of the earth, 
E'en ihe, with all that majeſty and beauty, 
She has the paſſions of a very woman, 
And doats on thee, my Aribert. 
Ar. On mhe!—— 
What means my. lord ? Impoſſible! - 
King. Tis true; 


A true as that my happineſs 


depends 
Upon her love to thee, My faithful Seofrid 
Has pierc'd into her very inmoſt heart, 
And found thee reigning there, 


— 


As if ſome ſcreaming ſyrite had ſhriek'd, and call'd, 


And love, which ſhould have ble(s'd you, cerfe you | 


i 
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Ar. Then all is plain: 
My ſwelling heart — at the wrong you do me, 
And wo'not be repreſt. Some fiend from hell 
Has ſhed his poiſon in your royal breaſt, 
And ſtung you with the gnawing canker, jealouſy. 
But wherefore ſhould I aſk for ends from hell, 
Since the perſidious author ſtands confeſs'd ? 
This villain has tradoc'd me. 
Seof. Your pardon, Sir; it has not been my office 
To forge a tale, or cheat your ear with flattery, 
Nor bave 1 other meaning than your ſervice ; ' 
But that the princeſs loves you is moſt true. 
Emma, the chief, moſt favoured of her women, 
The only partner of her ſecret ſoul, 
To me avow'd her paſſion; and howe'er 
Her baughty looks reſent the king's delay, 
Vet in her heart with pleaſure ſhe applauds it, 
And would forego, tho' hard to womankind, 
The pride, high place, and dignity of empire, 
To ſhare an bumbler fate with princely Aribert. 
King. Why doſt thou turn away ? Wheretore 
| deform 
The grace and ſweetneſs of thy ſmiling youth, 
With that ungentle frown ? Art thou not pleaſed 
To ſee the tyrant beauty kneel before thee, 
Unaſk'd; a prize, for which, like Grecian Helen, 
The great ones of the earth might ſtrive in arms, 
And empires well be loſt ? 
Ar. Are we not brothers ? 
We are; and nature form'd us here alike ; 
Save that her partial hand gave all the majeſty 
And greatneſs to my king, ana left me rich 
Ocly in plainnefs, friendſhip, truth and tenderneſs. 
Then wonder not our paſſions are the ſame ; 
That the ſame objects cauſe our love and hate. 
You ſay, you cannot love this beauteous ſtranger ; 
Ie not my heart like yours? 
King. Come near, my brother ; 
And while I lean thus fondly on thy boſom 
1 will diſcloſe my inmoſt ſoul to thee, 
And ſhew thee ev'ry ſecret ſorrow there, 
I love, my Aribert; I doat to death: 
The raging flame has touch'd my heart, my brain, 
And madneſs will enſue. > | | 
Ar. Tis maſt unhappy! 
But ſay, whatroyal maid, or Saxon born 
Or in the Britiſh court, what fatal beauty 
Can rival Rodogune's imperial charms ? 
King. Tis all a tale of wonder, tis a riddle. 
High on a throne, and royal as | am, 
ant a ſlave's conſent to make me happy. 
Nay, more, poſleſs'd of her | love, or love, 
Or ſome divinity more ftrong than love, 
Forbids my bliſs, nor have I yet enjoy'd her. 
Tho' I have taught my haughty heart to bow, 
Tho* lowly as the is, of birth obſcure, 
And of a race unknown, I oft have offer'd 
To raiſe her to my throne, make her my queen; 
Vet ſtill her colder heart denies my ſuit. 
And weeping, fill ſhe anſwers, Tis in vain. 
Ar. Myſterious all, and dark | yet ſuch is love, 
And ſuch the laws of his fantaſtic empire, 
The wanton boy delights to bend the mighty, 
And ſcoffs at the vain, wiſdom of the wiſe. 1 


CONVER T. 
But Seofrid ſhall ftay, and to thy eyes 
[ The King figns to Seofrid, robe goes out, 
Diſcloſe the ſecret — Oh, my Aribert, 
Thou wo't not wonder what diſtracts my peace, 
When thou behold'ſt thoſe eyes. Pity thy brother, 
And from the beach lend him thy friendly hand, 
Leſt, while conflicting with a ſea of ſorrows, 
The proud waves over-bear him, and-he periſh. 
Ar. Judge me, juſt Heav'n, and you, my royal 
If my own life be dear to me as you's. (brother, 
All that my ſcanty pow'r can give is yours. 
If I am circumſcrib'd by fate, oh, pity me, 
That I con do no more; for, oh, my king! 
| would be worthy of a brother's name, 
Would keep up all my iut'reſt in your heart, 
I'hat when I kneel before you (25 it ſoon 
May happen that Mall) when | fall proſtrate, 
And doubtfully and trembling aſk a boun, 


| Che greateſt you can give, or 1 can aſk, 


may find favour in that day before you, 
And bleſs a brother's love, that bids me live, 
King. Talk not of aſking, but command my 


pow r. 


By Thor, the greateſt of our Saxon gods, 


I ſwear, the day that ſees thee join'd to Rodogune, 

Shall ſee thee crown'd, and partner of my throne, 

Whate'er our arms ſhall canquer more in Britain, 

Thine be the pow'r, and mine but half the name. 

With joy to thee, my Aribert, I yield 

The wreaths and trophies of the duſty field; 

To thee I leave this nobleſt iſle to ſway, 

And teach the ſtubborn Britons to obey ; 

While from my cares to beauty I retreat, | 

Drink deep the luſcious banquet, and forget 

That crowns are glorious, or that kings are great, 
[Exit King. 

Ar. Lov'd by Rodogune! 

What 1 !--muſt I wed Rodogune —0h, miſery '\— 

There is no end of thought—the labyrinth winds, 

And I am loft for ever—Oh! where now, 

Where is my Ethelinda now !--that dear one, 

That gently us'd to breathe the ſounds of peace, 


— us d to brood o'er my tempeſtuous ſoul, 


And huſh me to a calm. 
Enter Stotrid and Ethelinda, 

Se:f. Thus ſtill to weep, 
Is to accuſe my royal maſter's truth. 
He loves you with the beſt, the nobleſt meaning ; 
With honor 

Ethel. Keep, Ob, keep him in that thought, 
And lave me from pollution. Let me know 
All miſeries befide, each kind of forraw, 
For | was born to ſuffer : 
And when the meaſure of my woes is full, 
That Pow'r in whom 1 truſt will ſet me free. 

Ar. It cannot be — No, tis iltuſion all, | Secing her, 
Some mimic phantom wears the lovely form, 
Has learn'd the muſic of her voice, to mock me, 
To ſtrike me dead with wonder and with fear. 

Ethel. And do I ſee thee then! my lord! my 

Aribert! . a 

What! once more hold thee in my trembling arms: 
Here let my days, and here my ſorrows end: 
| haye enough of life. | 


King. Here, in my palace, in this next apart-j Seof. Ha! 


Unknown to all but this my.faithful Seofrid, 
The charmer of my eyes, my heart's dear hope 
Remains, at once my captive and my queen. 
Ar. Hal in your palace! here !=— - 
King. E'en here, my brother. Ry 4 
But thou, thou ſhalt behold her, for to thee, 
As to my other ſelf, I truſt. The cares 


Ethel. Keep me here, 
Oh, bind me to thy breaſt, and hold me faſt 
For if we part once more, twill be for ever. 
It is not to be told what ruin follows; 
'Tis more than death, tis all that we can fear, 
And we ſhall never, never meet again. 


Of courts, and tyrant puſineſs, draw me hence; 


* . * 


AY. Then here, thus folded in each other's arm, 
Kere, let us here reſolye to die together; | 
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Defy the malice of our cruel fate, 

And thus preſerve the ſacred bond inviolable, 

But tis in vain, tis torn, tis broke already; 

Elle, where fore art thou here! teil me at ome, 

And ſtrike me to the heart-—But tis too plain: 

] read thy wrongs—»l read the horrid inceft—— 
Ethel, Oh! forbear 

The dreadful impious ſound; I ſhake with horror 

To heat it nam'd. Guard me, thou gracious Heav'n, 

Thou that haſt been my lure defence till now, 

Guard me from hell, and that it's blackeſt crime, 
Ar. Yes, ye celeſtial hoſt, ye ſaints and angels, 

dne is your care, you miniſters of goodneſs. 

For this bad world is leagu'd with hell againſt her, 

And only you can fave her. —I myſelf, [Je Ethel. 

Een | am ſworn thy foe, I have undone thee, 

My fondneſs now betrays thee to deſtruction. 
Fibel. Then 3ll is bad indeed, 

Ar. Thou ſeeſt it not. | 

My heedleſs tongue has talk d away thy life 

Aud mark the miniſter of both our fates; 

[ Pointing to Seoftid. 

Mark with what joy he hugs the dear diſcovery, 

And thanks my folly for the fatal ſecret + 

And yet there is a pauſe—lf graves are filent, 

And the dead wake not to moleſt the living, 

Be death thy portion—die, and with thee die 

The knowledge of our loves. 

Aribert catches Held of Seofrid with one band, with 
the other draws bis ſword, and belds it to his breaſt, 
Seof, What means my lord? 

Ethel. Oh, hold! for mercy's ſake reſtrain thy 
hand, [ Holding bis bang, 

Blot not thy innocence with guiltleſy blood, 

What would thy raſh, thy frantic rage intend ? 
Ar, Thy ſafety and my own 
Ethel. Truſt em to heav'n. 
Seof, Has then my huary head deſerv'd no better, 

Than to behold my royal maſter's ſon 

Lift up his armed hand againſt my life! [ why, 

Oh, prince! Oh, wherefore burn your eyes? and 

Why is your ſweete& temper turn'd te fury ? 

Ar, Oh, thou haft ſeen, and heard, and known 
too much; 

Haſt pry'd into the ſecret of my heart, 

And found the certain means of my undoing, 
Senf. Now by thy life, our empire's other hope, 

Oh, royal youth ! I ſwear my heart bleeds for thee; 

Nor can this object of thy fond defire, 

This lovely weeping fair be dearer to thee, 

Than thou art to thy faithful Seofrid. 

| law thy loye, I heard thy tender ſorrows, 

With ſome what like an anxious father's pity, 

With cares, and with a thouſand fears for thee, 
Ar, Is it poſſible ! 

Seef. Of all the names 
Religion knows, point the moſt ſacred out, 
And let me ſwear by that. 

Ar. I. would believe thee. * 

Forgive the madneſs of my firſt deſpair, 

. [ Letting fall bis ſworg. 

And if thou haſt compaſſion, ſhew it now; 

Be now that friend, be now that father to me, 

Be now that guardian angel which 1 want ; 


Have pity'on my youth, and ſave my love. . 
Seof. Firſt, then, to ſtay theſe ſudden guſts of 
paſſi 0 


on 

That hutry you from reaſon, reft aſſur d 

The ſecret of your love lives with me only. you; 
he dangers are not ſmall that ſeem to threaten 


| durſt be bold to warrandyet your ſafety, + © 
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| truſt thee with my life; but, oh! yet more, 
truſt thee with the partner of my ſoul, 
My wife; the kindeſt, deareſt; and the trueſt, 
Tnat ever wore the name. 
Seof. Now bleſſings on u 
May peace of mind and mutual joys attend 
To crown your fair affeQtions, May the ſorrows, 
That now fit heavy on you, paſs away, ; 
And a long train of ſmiling years ſucceed, 
To pay you for the paſt, Vet let me aſk, 
For wonder ſtill poſſeſſes all my mind, 
Whence, and how grew your loves? 
Ar. It was my chance, 
On that diſtinguiſh'd day when valiant Flavian 
A name renown'd among the Britiſh chiefs, 
Fell by the ſwords of our victorious Saxons, 
To reicue this his daughter from the violence 
Of the fierce ſoldiers rage; our meeting hearts 
Conſented ſoon, and marriage made us one. 
Her holy faith and chriſtian croſs, oppos'd f 
Againſt the Saxon gods, join'd with the memory | 
Of the dread king my father's fierce command, 
Urg'd me to ſcek my Ethelinda's ſafety, 
And hide her from the world. Juſt to my wich, 
Beneath the friendly covert of a wood, 
Cloſe by whoſe fide the filver Medway ran, 
I found a little pleaſant, lonely cottage, 
A manſion fit for innocence and love, 
Had but a guard of angels dwelt around it 
To keep off violence gut forc'd from thence —— 
By whom betray'd—Why I behold her here 
There I am loſt 
Ethel, Theie my ſad part begins. 
It was the ſecond morn fince thou hadſt left me, 
When through the wood 1 took my uſual way, 
To ſeek the coolneſs of the well - ſpread ſhade 
That overlooks the flood, On a fear branch, 
Low bending to the bank, I ſat me down, 
Muſing and ſtill; my hand ſuſtain'd my head, 
My eyes were fix'd upon the paſſing ſtream, 
And all my thoughts were bent on heaven and thee; 
When ſudden through the woods a bounding ſtag 
Ruſh'd headlong down, and plung'damidft the river. 
Nor far behind, upon a foaming horſe, 
4There follow'd hard a man of royal port; 
| roſe, and would have ſought the thicker wood; 
But while I hurry'd on my haſty flight, | 
My heedleſs feet deceived me, and ] fell. 
Straight leaping from his horſe, he rais'd me vp, 
With eyes and glowing viſage flaſhing fame, 
He ſeiz'd my trembling hand: I ſhrick's and call'd 
Po heav*n for aid; when in a luckleſs hour, 
Your faithful ſervants, Adelmar and Kenwald, 
Came up, and loſt their lives in my defence. 
Ar. Where will the horror of thy tale have end? 
Ethel. The furious king, (for ſuch I found he 
By three attendants join'd, bore me away, [| wa>) 
Refiſtleſs, dying, ſenſeleſs with my fears. 
Since then, a wretched captive, 1 deplore 
Our common woes; for mine, I know, are thine. 
Seef. Whatever gods there be, their care you ac. 
Nor let your gentle breaſt harbour one thought 
Of outrage from the king: his noble nature, 
Thoꝰ warm, tho" fierce, and prone to ſudden paſſiom, 
Is juſt and gentle, when the torrent rage 
Ebbs out, and cooler reaſon comes again. 
Should he (which all ye holy pow'rs avert) 
Urg'd by his love, ruſh on to impious force, 
If that ſhould happen, in that lat extreme, 
On peril of my life I will aſſiſt you, 


Ar. Oh, guard her innocence ; let all thy ar” 


Yet, would you truſt you to your old man's care, * you ſhall find your ſafety in your flight. 


4 Then be it ſa, | = 


e watchful, to preſerye ber from — 


* 
f 


* 


, wiſdom, 
My mind has left unſoutht, to belp this evil? 


"Oh, lift thy eyes up do that holy Pow'r, 


And fee the guardian angels of the good, 
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Seof. Reſt on my diligence and caution ſafe, 
Ere twice the ruler of the day return, 
To gild the chalky ctifts on Britain's hore, 
Some favourable moment mall be found 
To move the king, your z0yal brother's heart, 
With the {ad tender Rory of your loves. 
Till then be chear'd, and hide your inward ſorrows 
Wich well-diſſembled necefilary (miles; 
Let the king read compliance in your looks, 
A free and ready yielding to his withes. | 
At preſent, to prevent his doubts, 'twere fit 
That you ſhould take a baſty leave, and parts 
Ethel. What! muſt we part? 
Seof. But lot a few ſhort hours, 
That you may meet in joy, and part no more. * 
Ar. Ob, facal ſound | Ob, grief unknowa till 
now ! 
While thou art preſept, my ſad heart ſeems lighter; 
I gaze, aud gather comfort trom thy beauty; | 
But, oh; when thou art gone, and my fond eyes 
Shall ſeek thee all around, but ſeek in vain, 
What power, what angel ſhall ſupply thy place, 
Shall! help me to lupport my ſorrows then? : 
Ethel.” My life! my ord! 
What would my heart ſay to thee but no more 


Whole wond'zous $: uths, and majeſty divine, 
Thy Echeiigia taught thee fart to know; 
There fix thy faith, ad triumph o'er the world; 
Fur who can help, or who can ſave beſides ? 
Does not the deep grow calm, and the rude north 
B. uſh dat hi command? thro' all his works, 
Docs not His etvant nature bear his voice ? 
Hear, ans obey ?. Then what is impious man, 
That we thouid fear him, when Heav'n owns our 
cauſe? - , 6.14 

Tha: Heaven ſhall make my Aribert it's care, 
And ſave thee in the moment of deſpair, 

Ar. Oh! thou baſt corch'd me with the ſacred 

theme, ; F ö 

And-my cold heart is kindled at thy flame. 
Like thine, my eyes tbe ſtarry thrones purſue, 
Ang heav'n disc los d, ſtands open to my view; 


Reclining fott on many à golden cloud, ef 

To earth they ſeem their gentle heads to bow, 

Andpity what we ſuffer here below. 

Thee, oh, my love, their common care they make, ), 

Me to their kind protection too they take, | 

And ſave me for my Ecthelinda's ſake. | | 
f Exeunt ' Scofrid and Ethelinda at ane door, 


a e r . . 
Enter Seofrid. 
7 HAT is the boaſted majeſty of linge, 
'Y Their godlike greatneſs, if their fate 
depend 
Von that meaneſt of their love ? 
e pile their warlke fathers toil'd to raiſe, 
at noble monumeat of deathieſs fame, 
A woman's hand g'erturns, | 
Is there a remedy in human 


Sgr. 


} would preſerye em both, the royal brathers; 


{But keep this (welling jadignation down, 


A thouſand things may cure him-——woul tut 
one 
But ſee, the huſband comes Hal -not ill chougbt 
It ſhall be try'd at leaſt 
Emer Aribert. 
Ar. Still to this place 
My heart inclines, ſtill hither turn my eyes, 
Hither my feet unbidden find their way. 
Ob, Seofrid! doſt thou net wonder much, 
And pity my weak temper, when thou ſeeſt me 
Thus in a moment chang'd from hot to cold, 


My active fancy glowing now with hopes, 


Anon thus drooping; death in my pale viſage, 
My apy eden my chill veins, all treezing with de. 
pair 

Sepf. I bear an equal portion of your ſorrows, 
Your fears too all ate mine.—And, oh, my prince“ 
| would partake your hopes; but my cold age, 
Still apt to fear the wort. 

Ar. What doit thou fear ? 

Seef. The king 

* The king 


And yet—jet there is more, I read it plain 


In thy dark ſullen viſage————— 

And, oh! tis ſure the fear of what may cemey 

Does far tranſcend the pain. | 
Senf. You fear too ſoon, 

And fancy drives you much too fiercely on. 

I do not ſay that what may happen, will: 

Change often mocks what wiſely we foreſee. 

The king, tis true, is noble but impetuous, 
Ar. What would'& thou have me think? 
Seof. Think of the worſt, 


_ | Your better fortune will arrive more welcome. 


Lo ſpeak, then, with that vpenneſs of heart 
That ſhoald deſerve your truſt, I have my fears, 
What if at ſome dead hour of night, the king 


Intend 3 vitzt to your weeping princeſs? 


Ar. Hz — 
Senf. Suppoſe her ſunk into a downy flomber, 
Her beating heart juſt tir d, and gone to reſt; 
Then think what thoughts invade the gazing king; 
Catch'd with the ſudden flame at once he burns, 
At once he flies rehftleſs on his prey. 
Waking ihe ſtarts diſtracted with che fright, 
To Aribert's lov'd name in vain the flies; 
Shrieking the calls her abſent lord in vain, 
Che king, pgofſefs's of all his furious i. 
Ar. Firſt nk the tyrant-raviſber to bell! 
Seize him, ye fiends !-—digft periſh thou and 1! 
Let us not live to hear of o moch horror. 
The curſed decd wid turn me ſavage wild, 
And glut my vengeance 
With his jaceſtuous heart, 
Seof. It is but juſt 
Yuu thould be mov'd, for fove the thought is cread- 


And let your cooler reaſon now prev ; 
That may perhaps find out ſome means of ſafety. 
Ar. Talk'R thou of ſafety !we may talk of 
* — forty * ; 
ay ge Wit . on yon ſterry regions 3 
But who ſhall Jend us wings to teach thejr height! 
See. There is a way yet left, 


And only one, 
| Ar. Half — 
Se-ef. Her a flight, {anſwe!, 


But if their fates ordein that one mult fall, 
Then let my maſter tand. — 
Ay, there the miſchief comes 
But then the king aus 

Why, .abſcace, buſiaeſs, or another facts 


Ar: Oh! by what frievdly means? Ba ſwift to 

or v the precious minutes with delay. 

Seof- The king, now: 

o yield 4 fair eccafion your withes 3 
A private poſtern opens to my garden, 
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*hro* which the beauteous captive might remove, 
Till night and 4 diſguiſe ſhall farther aid her 
To fly with ſafety to the Britons camp. 
is true, one danger | might well object. 
Ari Oh! do not, do not blaſt the ſpringing hopes 
Which thy kind hand has planted in my ſoul, 
if there be danger, turn it all on me. 
let my devoted head 
Seof. Nay— 
ru but my life; and 1 will gladly give it, 
To buy your peace of mind, . 
Ar. Alas! what mean'ſt thou? 
Seef. Does it not-follow plain? Shall not the king 
Turn all his rage upon this hoary head? 
Gall not all arts of cruelty be try'd, 
To find out tortures equal to my faiſhood ? 
For thus it muſt be, 
Ar. Oh, my friend ! my father! 
Wouldſt thou be kind, and ſave my Ethelinda, 
Leave me to anſwer all my brother's fury. 
The crime, the falſhood, ſhall be all my own. 
Seof. Juſt to my wiſh, [ Aſide. 
Ar. 1 hou ſhalt accuſe me to him. 
Thou know'ſt his own admitrance gave me entrance: 
Swear that I ſtole her, that 1 forc'd her from thee. 
Frame with thy utmoſt ſkill ſome artful tale, 
And I'll avow it all. . 
Scof. Then have you thought 
Upon the danger, Sir? 
Ar. Oh! there is none, 
Can be no danger, while my love is ſafe, 
Seof. Methinks, indeed, it leſſens to iny view. 
When the firſt violence of rage is over, 
The fondneſs of a brother will return, 
And plead your cauſe with nature in his Neart; 
You will, you muſt be ſaſe; and yet tis hard, 
And grieves me much, I ſhould accuſe you to him. 
Ar. Tis that muſt cover the deſign, But fly; 
Haſte to remove her from this curſed place; 
My faithful Oſwald ſhall at night attend thee, 
And help to guard her to the Britiſh camp. 
She bas a brother there, the noble Lucius, 
A gallant youth, and dear to brave Ambroſius. 
To his king care reſign thy beauteous charge. 
Seof. This inſtant 1 obey you, [ Going. 
Ar. Half my fears 
Are over no 
Seof. One thing I had forgot. 
It will import us much that you ſhould ſeem 
Inclin'd to meet the love of haughty Rodogune— 
But ſee, the comes! 
Conftrain your temper, Sir be falſe, and meet her 
With her own ſex's arts. Purſue your taſk, 
And doubt not all ſhall proſper to your wiſh, 
a [Exit Seofrid. 
Ar. She indeed! Now where ſhall | begin! 
How ſhall I teach my tongue to frame a language 
S different from my heart? Oh, Ethelinda! 
My heart was made to fit and pair with thine, 
viple and plain, and fraught with artleſs tender- 
Ferm'd to receive one love, and only one. [neſs; 
Ester Rodogune. 
Red. Why do I ſtay, 
Why linger thus within this hated place, 
dere ev'ry object ſhocks my loathing eyes, 
And calls my injur'd glory to remembrance ? 
The 3 wretch! but wherefore did I name 
Find out, my ſoul, in thy rich tare of thought, 
dome what more great, more worthy of thyſelf; 
Or let the mimic fancy ſhew it's art, 
— paint ſome pleafing image to delight me. 
© drauty mig with majeſty and youth, 


Loathing he flies, and ſee ks the 


CONTEST - - 

Let manly grace be temper'd well with ſoftneſs, 
Let love, the god himſelf, adorn the work, 
And I will call the charming phantom, Aribert. 
Oh, Venus !--whither—whither would I wander? 
Be huſh d, my tongue tis he himfelf—— 

— [Seeing Aribert. 

Ar. When, faireſt princeſs, you avoid our court, 
And lonely thus from the full pomp retire, 

Love and the graces follow to your ſolitude, 
They croud to form the ſhining circle round you, 
And all the train ſeems yours, 
Rod. That you can flatter, . 
ls common to your ſex; you ſay, indeed, 
We women love it—and perhaps we do. 
Fools that we are, we know that you deceive us, 
And yet, as if the fraud were pleaſing to us, 
And our undoing joy—ſtill you go on, 
And itill we hear you—But, to change the theme, 
I'll find a fitter for you than my beauty. 
Ar. Then let it be the love of royal Hengiſt. 
Red. The king, your brother, could not chufe 
an advocite, 
Whom I would ſooner hear on any ſubje&, 
*Bating that only one, his love, than you; 
Though you perhaps (for ſome have wond'rous arts) 
Could ſaften the harſh ſound, The ſtring that jars, 
When rudely touch'd ungrateful to the ſenſe, 
With pleaſure feels the maſter's flying fingers, 
Swells into harmony, and charms the hearers. 
Ar. Then hear me ſpeak of love. 
Red. But not of his. | 
Ar. Tis true I ſhould not grace the ſtory much 
Rude and unſkilful in the moving paſſion, | 
| ſhould not paint it's flames with equal warrath ; 
Strength, life, and giowingcolours would be wanting, 
And languia nature ſpe alaſthe work imperfeQ. 
Red. Then hap'ly yet your breaſt remains un- 
touch'd; 
Tho' that ſeems ſtrange: you've ſeen the court of 
Britain; a 
There, as | oft have heard, imperial beauty 
Reigns in it's native throne, like light in heav'n; - 
While all the fair-ones of the neighd'ring world, 
With ſecond luſtre meanly ſeem to ſhine, * 
The faint reſlections of the glory there, 

Ar. If e'er my heart incline to thoughts of love, 
Methinks I ſhould not (though perbaps I err) + 
Expect to meet the gentle paſſhon join'd 
With pomp and greatneſs: courts may boaſt of 

beauty, l . 
But love is ſeldom found to dwell amongſt em. 

Rod. Then courts are wretched. 

Ar. So they ſeem to love. 

From pride, from wealth, from byfineſs, and from 
power, 


ace ful village; 

He ſeeks the cottage in the tufted grove, 

The ruffet fallows, and the verdant lawns, 

The clear, cool brook, and the deep, woody glade, 

Bright winter fires, and ſummer ev nhings ſun; 

Theſe he prefers to gilded roofs and crowns; 

Here he delights to pair the conſtant ſwain, 

With the ſweet, unaffected, yielding maid; 

Here is his empire, here his choice to reign; 5 

Here, where he dwells with innocence and truth. 
Rod. To minds, which know no better, theſe 

are joys 

But princes, ſure, are born with nobler thoughts, 

Love is in them a flame that mounts to heav'n, 

And ſeeks it's ſource divine, and kindred ſtars; 

That urges on the mortal man to dare, 

Kindles the vaſt deſires of glory In him, 


wo makes ambition's ſacred fires burn bright, 


- 


— 
— 
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Nor you, howe'er your tongue diſguiſe your heart, 

Have meaner hgpes than theſe. 
Ar. Mine have been ſtill 

Match'd with my birth, a younger brother's hopes. 

Enter the King, with Guards, and other A:terdants. 
King. She muit, the ſhall be found, thy' ſhe be 

Deep to the centre, tho' eternal night. — {ſunk 

But ſay, thou traitor; 

Thou that hat made the name of friendſhip vile, 

And broke the bonds of duty and of nature, 

Where haſt thou hid thy theft 

But bring her forth, or by our gods thou dy'ſt. 
Rod. What means this rage ? [ Aſide. 
Ar. Then briefly thus: You are my king ano bro- 

The names which moſt 1 everence on earth, [cher, 

A3 fear offending moſt, Vet to defend 

My ! 020vur and my love from violation, 

O'gr ev'ry bar refitleſs will 1 ruſh, 

And, in deſpite of proud, tyraunic pow'r, 

Seize and aſſert my right. 

Kirr. What, thine! thy right! 

Ar. Mine, by the deareſt tie, 

By holy marriage mine; ſhe is my wife, | 
Rad. Confution ! [Aa. 
Ar. I fee thy heart ſwells, and thy flaming viſage 

Reddens with rage at this unwelcome truth; 

But fince I know my Ethelinda ſafe, 

I have but little care for what may happen. 

If this day be my laſt, why farewel, life; 

I hold it well beſtow'd for her I love. + F[you, 
King. So brave! but I ſha'l find the means to tame 

To make thce curſe thy folly, curſe thy love, 

Ard to the dreaded gods, who reign beneath, 

Devote thy fatal bride. She is a chriſtian : 

Remember that, fond boy, and then remember 

That ſacred vow, which, perjur'd as thou art, 

Proſtrate at Woden's altai, and invoking 

With ſolemn Runic rights; our country's gods, 

Thou mad' ſt in preſence of our royal father. 

Ar. Yes, I remember well the impious oath, 
Hardly extorted from my trembling youth ; 
When, burning with miſguided zeal, the king 
Compell'd my knee to bend before his gods, 

And forc'd us both to ſwear to what we knew not. 
King. Now, by the honours of the Saxon race, 

1 ſwear thou art abandon d, loſt to honour, 

Falſe to our gods, as to thy king and brother, 
| Ar. Tis much beneath my courage and my truth, 

To borrow any mean diſguiſe from falſhood, 

No! is my glory that the chriftian light 

Has dawn'd, like day, upon my darker mind, 

And taught my ſoul the nobleſt uſe of reaſon ; 

Then, warm with indignation, to deſpiſe _ 

The things you call our country's gods, to ſcorn 

And trample on their ignominious altars. [gods! 
King. Tis well, Sir—impious boy !-—-Ye Saxon 

And thou, oh, royal Hengitt! whoſe dread will 

And injur'd majeſty I gow aſſert, 

Hear, and be preſent to my juſtice, hear me, 

While thus 1 vow to your offended deities 

This ttaitor's Hfe: he dies, nor aught on earth 

Saves his devoted head..-Qne to the prieſts; 

Ser- 12 a Gentleman, 

Bid em be ſwift, and dreſs their bloody altars 

With ev'ry ci:cutnſtance of tragic pomp ; 

To-day a royal victim bleeds upon em. f 

Rich ſhall the ſmöke and ſtreaming gore aſcend, 

To glut the vengeance of our angry 2 

Red. Oh, can I, can T hear him doom's to death, 

Nor tr nor breathe one fingle ſound to ſave him ? 

It wo'not be—and my fierce, haughty ſoul, 

Whate'er the ſuffers, ill diſdains to bend, 

To ſve to the hated tyrant king _ [Ade 


ce” 


CONVERT, 


Oh, love! Oh, . glory !--Would'ft thou die thus 


tamely ? [To Aribert, 
Is life ſo ſmall a thing, ſo mean a boon, 
As is not worth the aſking 
Intreat the tyrant, 
And waken nature in his iron heart. 

Ar. Lite has fo litt. e in it good or pleaſing, 
That fiace it ſeems not worth a brother's care, 
"Tis hardly worth my aſking, 

King Sz him, guarag, 

And vear him to bis tate. | 
[ Guard: ſeize Aribert, and bear bin F. 

Rod. Vet, Hengiit, know, | 
if thou ſha't dare to touch his precious life, 
Know that the gods and Rodogune prepare 
he ſharpeſt ſcourges of yindiftive war, 

Fly where thou wilt, the ſword ſhall {till purſue 

With vengeance, to a brothers murder dur, 

Dr ven out from man, and mark'd for public ſcorn, 

Tay raviſh'd ſceptre vainly ſhalt thou mourn, 

Aud when, at length, th, wretched life ſhall ccaſe, 

Wren in the filent grave thou hop'(t for peace, 

Think not the grave ſhali hide thy hated head; 

Scill, ſtiſſh I will purſue thy flecting ſhade; 

| curs'd thee living, and I plague thee dead. 
[Exit Rodoguuc, 

Xing. Let her rave, 

And prophecy ten thouſand, thouſand horrors; 

| coula join with her now, and bid em come; 

They fit the preſent fury of my foul. 

For, oh! not all the driving wint'ry war, 

When the ſtorm groans, and bellows from afar; 

Not all thoſe warring elements we fear, 

Are equal to the inborn tempeſt here; 

Fierce as the thoughts which mortal man controul, 

When love and rage contend, and tear the lab'ring 


ſoul, :  [Frxcunt, 
1 00000000000 9 . ——— when 
A C P p IV, 
SCENE, «a Priſon. 


Enter Aribert. 

Ar. LL night the bl»ody prieſte, adreadful band, 

Have watch'd intent upon their horrid rites, 
[ have endur'd their horrors And at length, 
See, the night wears away, and chearful morn, 
All ſweet and freſh, ſpreads from the roſy eaſt ; 
Fair nature ſeems reviy'd, and een my heart 
Sirs light and jocund at the day's return, 
And, fearleſs, waits an end of all it's ſufferings. 
Enter one of the ng ag deligers a Letter to 

ribert. 


Guard, From Oſwsld, this, on peril of my life, 

I have engag'd to render to your hands. [ Exit, 

Ar. [ Reads.] © Seofrid has been juſt to his word: 

he has delivered the fair Ethelinda to my charge; we 

have happily paſt all the guards, and hope 1n two 
hours to reach the Britons camp. 

From your faithful Oswald.“ 


| Then thou haſt nothing left on earth, my ſoul, 


Worthy thy farther cate, Why do I tay, 
Why linger then, and want my beav'n fo long? 
To live is to continue to be wretched, ; 
And roby.me of a great and glorious death. 
Enter Rodogyne with an Officer; be ſpeaks to be 
. entering. 
Ofi. Thus Offa to his beauteous fiſter ſends; 

Depend upon a brother's love and care, 

To further all you wiſh. ; 
| Red. Tis well; be near, 

And walt my farther order. | 


| See, with how clear a brow, what chearful gray 
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gracty 


Ach all his native ſweetneſs undiffurd'd, 

The noble youth attends his harder fate 

[came to join my friendly grief with yours, [ To Ar. 
To curſe your tyrant brother, and deplore 

Your fai.hful hopes, thus all untimely blaſted ; 

Bat you, Ifee, have learn'd to ſcorn your danger; 
Tod wear a fice of triumph, not of mourning. 

Has death ſo little in it? 

Ar. Oh! 'tis nothing, 

To minds that weigh it well: the vulgar fear it, 
And yet they know not why; Since never any 
Ma trom that dark and doubtful land as yet 

Turn back again; to tell us tis a pain. 

To me it ſee ins like a long wiſh'd-for happineſs, 
Beyond what een our expectation paints; 

'Tis comfort to the ſoul, tis p2ace, tis reſt, 

Red. Perhaps it may be ſus a ſtite of indolence ; 
But ſure the active ſoul ſhould therefore f-ar ir; 

Is there nothiag could make you with to live? 

Ar. Oh, yes! there is, 

There is 4 blefling I cod wiſh to live for, 
To live for years, for ages to enj y it; 
But far, alas! divided from my arms, 

i leaves the world a wilderneſs before me, 
With nothing worth deſiring. 

Red. What if ſome pitying power look down from 
And kindly vifit your aff cted fortunes? [heav'n, 
Whart if it fend ſome unexpected aid, 

And raiſe you up to empire and to love? 

Ar. The wretched have few fiiends, at leaſt on 
Then what have I to hape? (earth: 
Red. A burning purple fluſhes o'er my face, - 

And thame forbids my tongue, or 1 wou'd ſay, 
That I—=Oh, Aribert'—t am thy fein!. 

Yet wheretore ſhuuld | bluth to own the thought! 
For h- O would not be the iriend of Aribert? 

Ar. Why is this wond'rous gondneſs loſt on me? 
Why is this bounty javiſh'd on a binkropt, 

Who has not left another hour of life 
Topiy the mighty debt? [night 

Rad. Kno, then, that | have paſs'd this live-long 

Sleepieſs and anxzivus with my cares fir thee; 

The gods have ſure approv'd the pious thought, 

And crown'd it with ſucceſs; ſince | have gain'd 
altied, the chief of mizhry Woden's pricits, 

To find a certain way f-r thy eſcap*. 

One of the ſacred habits is at, hand, 

Prepar'd for thy diſguiſe 3 the huly man 

Attends to guide thee to m © brother's camp: | 
Mykelf—Oh, yet lie ſtill, my veating hear. [ Afide. 
Whatever dangers chance, myſelf will be 

The partner and the guard! an of thy flight. 

Ar. Now what return to make — 0h, let me fink, 
With all theſe warring thoughts together in me, 
Bluſhing to earth, and hide the vaſt confuſion | 

Rod. Ye gods | he anſwers not, but hangs bis 
In ſullen filence—See ! he turns away, [head, 
And bends his gloomy viſage to the earth. 

To „hat am | betray'd ? Oh, ſhame, diſhonour, 
And more than woman's weakneſs ! he has ſeen me, 
Seen my fond heart, and ſcurns the ealy prize, 

Ar. Oh, Rotogune, 
Fair, royal maid ! to thee be all thy wiſhes, 
Content and everlaſting peace dweil with thee, 
And every joy be thine; nor let one thought 
07 this ungrateful, this unhappy Albert, 
Remain behind, to call a ſudden ſigh, 
Or {tin thee with a tear. Behol d, I go, 
Doom'd by eternal fate, to my loag reſt; 
Then let my name too die, fink to oblivion, 
And ſleep in filence with me in the grave. 

Red. Doſt thou not wiſh to live? 

Ar. 1 cannot. 
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And reign in a'l my foul. 


Rod. Why? 
Behoid, I give thee life. 
Ar. And therefore—Oh, 
Therefore I cannot take it! I dare die, 
gut dare not bedblig'd, I dare not owe 
What | can never render back, Ethelinda ! 
Rad. 1s then the bleſſing, life, become a curſe, 
When off-r'd to thee by my baleful hand? 
How is ſhe form'd, with what ſuperior grace, 
This rival of my love? What envious god, 
In ſcorn of nature's wretched works below, 
| mprov'd, and made her more than half divine ? 
To make her ſhine beyond me? 
Ar. Spare the theme. 
Rod. His ſhe a ſoul can dare beyond our ſex, 
Bevond e'en man himſelf, can dare like mine? 
Can ſhe reſolve to bear the ſecret Rings 
Of ſhame and conſcious pride, diſtracting rage, 
And all rhe deadly pangs of love defpis'd ? 
Ob, no! ſhe cannot, nature cannot bearit. [ Weeping. 
But ſee, the king and cruel train appear; 
Nor can [ fave thee now. Thou haſt thy wiſh; 
But what 1emains for me *—Since love is loſt, 
Come thou, revenge, ſucceed thou to my boſom, 
Yes, Iwill find her, 
This fatal the, for whom 1 am detpis'd. 
Lok that ſhe be your maſter-piece, ye gods; 
Let each cel-ftial hand ſome grace impart, 
To this rare pattern of your forming art; 
Such may ſhe be, my jealous rage to move, 
Such as „ou never made till now, to prove 
A victim worthy my offended love. [ Erit Ny 
Enter at the other door the King, Guards, and other 
Attendant, 
King. Haſt thou bethought thee yet, perfidious 
boy ? 


Wo't thou yet render back thy theft? Conſider, 

The precipice is juſt beneath thy feet, 

Tis but a moment, and 1 daſh thee off, 

o plunge for ever in eternal carkneſs. 

Same hat like nature has been buſy here, 

vnd made a ſtruggle for the- in my foul; 

Reit-re my love, and be again my brother. 

Ar. What ! Should I yield; 

Give up my love, my wife, my Ethelinda, 

Po an inceſtuous brother's dire embrace? 

Oh, horror ! But, to bar the impious thought, 

Know, Heav'n and brave Ambroſfius are her guard : 

Ere this her flight hath reich'd the Britons camp, 

An4 foun4 her ſafety theie. 

King. Fied to the Bricons ! 

Oh, moſt accurſed traitor. Let her fly, 

Far as the early day-ſpring in the eaft, 

S'en thither ſhall my love take wing and follow 

To ſeize the flying fair. The Britons !—Gods ! 

Shall chey withold her ? Firſt, my arms ſhall ſhake 

Their iſland to the centre. But, for thee, 

Chink' thou to awe me with that phantom, ince&? 

Such empty names may fright thy coward ſoul; 

Bur know that mine diſdains *em. _——Bind him 
ſtraight. [To the Priefts. 

And drag him to yon holy altar, where 

Stand miniſtring prieſts to dye the hallow'd ſteel 

Deep in his chriſtian blood, The gods demand him. 


| Ar. Why then, no more, But if we meet againg 


As, when the day of great account ſhall come, 
Perhaps we may, may'f thou find mercy there, 
More than thou ſhew'ſt thy brother here. Farewel., 
King. To death with him. J f 
Brief bind Aribert, and lead him to the altar, 
awbile the ſolemn mafic it playing. 


Enter Seotiid. 
Sesf. Stay : 
B 2 


— 


I2 


The inſtant dangers ſummon you away; 
D/ ſtruction threatens in our frighted ſtreets, 
And the gods call to arms. 

King. What means the fear . 
That trembles in thy pale, thy haggard viſage ? 
Speak out, and eſs this labour of thy ſoul, 

Sesf. Oh, fly, my lord! the torrent grows upon us, 
And while 1 ſpeak we're loſt. Fierce Offa comes; 
From ev'ry part his crouding enſigns enter, 

And this way waving bend. With idle arms 
Your ſoldiers careleſs and, and bid 'em pals. 
A choſen band, les by the haughty princeſs, 
Imperious Rodogune, move (wiftly hither 
To intercept your paſſage to the palace, 
That only ſtrength is left, then fly to reach it. 
| King. Cur;'d chance ! but haſte, diſpatch that trai- 
They fba'not bar my vengeanc*. . [tor ftraight ; 
def. Sacred Sit, 
Think only un your ſafety. For the prince, 
Your crpwn, but more y* ur love, a thouſand 
reaſons, 
A'l urge you to defer his fate; time preſſes, 
Or I could ſpeak em plain. 

King. Then hear me, ſoldier, 

1 en hem to thy charge. 
Look to him well; fur, by yon dreadful a:tars, 
Thy life hall pay for his, if he eſcape: 
Firſt kill him, plunge thy poigaard in his boſom, 
And ſce thy king reveng'd. L 

[ Excunt King, Seofrid, Guards, and Attendant. 

1 00ff. Be chear'd, my lord, 
Nor keep one doubt of me; 1am your love, 
The king is fled, and with him all your dangers. 
Fate has reſerv'd you for ſome glorious purpoſe ; 
And ſee, your guardian goddeis comes to ſave you, 
To break your Lon4s, and make you ever happy. 
nter Rodogune ard Selliert. 


Net. Well have our arms prevail'd ; behold, he 
[lives, | 


Ungrateful as he is, by me he lives, 
Do I not come with too cfficious haſte, [ Je Ar. 
Once more to preſs the burden, life, upon you ? 
fo offer, with an idiot's importunicy, 
The nauſeous benefit you ſcorn'd before? 

Ar. If I refus'd the bleſling from your hands, 
Think it not rudely dune with ſuilen pride; 
Since life and you are two of Heav'n's beft gifts, 
Yet both ſhouls be receiv's, both kept with honour, 

; Enter an Officer. 

Offi. A party of our horſe, that late went forth 
To mark the ordert of the Britons camp, 
Met in their courſe ſome ſervants of the king z 
For ſu they call's the mielves. Outs judg'd em trai- 

tors, EY 

And would have ſeiz'd, as flying to the foe, 
After a ſharp reſ.ſtance ſome eſcap'd, 
The reſt, for ſo vor princely brother will, 


Without attend your order, , 


Rod. Let em enter. 
A woman |! 
Emer Ethelinda, <vith Cuardi. 
Ethel. Is there then an end of ſorrows ! 
[Running to Aribert. 
Has then that cruel chance that long purſa d me, 
© "That vex'd me with her vatious malice long, 
Been kind at laſt, and bleſt me to my wich, 
Loag's me once mote within thy faithful arms! 
Ar. Oh, my foreboding heart! Oh, fatal meeting 


Ethel. Why droops my love, my lord, my Aribert? 


Why doſt thou figh, and preſs me? and, Uh! 
wherefore, a 4 
Wheretore tbeſe tears that ſtain thy manly viſage ? 
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Had rais'd thee up ſome kind, ſome great preſe:y 
To fave thee from thy cruel brother's hand, 
Why, therefore, doſtthou mourn, when thou artbleſt 
Or does ſome new affliction wound thee ? (ay; 
Perhaps I am the cauſe. 

Rod. By all the tortures, 
The pangs that rend my groaning breaſt, tis ſhe 
My curs'd, my happy rival. 

Ethel. Wo't thou not aniwer yet? 

Ar. Oh, Ethelinda! 
Why art thou here ? Is this the Britons camp! 
I Lucius here? Haſt thou a brother here, 
To guard thy helpleſa innocence from wrong ? 

Ethel. Have I not thee? 

Ar. Me: —- What can I do for thee? 
For we are wretched both. 

Red. I'll doubt no more. 
My jealous heart confeſſes her it's for, 
And beats and rites, eager to pppoſe her; 
Nor ſhall ſhe triumph o'er me. 
Prince, you ſeem 7. Ar 
To know this pris'ner, whom the Saxon chicts 
Accuſe of flying to our foes, the Britons, 
However, Iwill think more nobly of you, 
Than to believe you conſcious of the treaſon : 
Nor can you grieve, if juſtice dooms her to 
That fate ſhe has deſei v d. Bear her tu death, 

[T. Guards 
Ethel. Alas! to death !——what mean you ? $a 
by what 

Unknown, unwilling crime have | «ffented ? 
To yu, fair princeſs, fince 'tis you that judge me, 
Lo youu bend, to you | will appeal, {| Krec.ing, 
And learns my crime from you. 
Ar. Learn it from me; 
am thy crime, tis Aribert deſtroys thee, 


| 


Ethel. If thou art my offence, I've finn'd in- 
£'cn to a vaſt and numberleſs account; [ deed, 
For from the time when I beheld thee firſt, 

My ſoul has not one moment been without thee ; 
Still thou haſt been my wiſh, my conſtant thought, 
Like light, the daily blefling of my eyes, 

And the dear dream of all my ſweeteſt lumbers, 
Red. Oh, the diſtracting thought! 

Ethel. Nor will you think it I Te Rodogune. 
A crime to love, 

in your fair eyes I read your native goodneſs. 
Hap'ly ſome noble youth ſhall in your breaſt 


Kindie the pure, the gentle flame, and prove 
As dear to you, as Aribert to me; 

Rod. Be dumb for ever, let the hand of death 
Cloſe thy bewitching eyes, and ſeal thy lips, 
That thoy may'ſt look and talk no more deluſion, 
For, oh, thy ev'ry glance, each ſound ſhoots thro 


me, 
And kills my very heart..-Hence, bear her hence. 
Ar. Oh, hold! 
What ſhall I ſay to move thee ? 
Red. "Valk for ever, 
Winds ſhal! be till, and ſeas forget to roar, 
The din of babbling crowds, and pevpled cicies, 
All ſhall be huſh'd as death, while thou art ſp-3k- 
For there is mulic in thy voice. Ling, 
Ar. Then hear me; 


Wich gentleſt patience, with compaſſion hear me, 


Thus while 1 fall before thee, graip thee thus, 
Thus with a bleeding heart, and ſtreaming eyes» 
Implore thee for my Ethelinda's life. ; 

Rod. Tho' thou were dearer to my doating ehe. 
Than all they knew beſides; tho' 1 could hear thee 
While ages paſt away; yet, by the gods, 

f ſuch there are, who rule o'er love and jealouſy; 


They told me Heav'n had Rcove for thy deliverance, 


— 


L ſvcar the dies, my hated rival dies. 
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Ar. Then I have only one requeſt to make, | 
Which ſha'not be deny'd ; to ſhare one fate, 
And die with her | love. 
Rod. Uagratetul wretch ! 
Yer | would make thy life my ear 
Ar. Though life, though glory, wealth, and 
wer, were yours to give; 
Though length of days and health were in your hand, 
And all were to be mine; yet 1 woula chule 
To turn the gift with indignation bacs, 
And rather fold my Ethelinda thus, 
And Nl:ep for ever with her in the grave. 
Rid. Then take thy wiſh, and let both die to- 
ether, | 
Yes, 1 will tear thee from my fond remembrance, 
And be at eaſe for ever, 
Ethel. Oh, my love 
What can | pay thee back for all this truth ? 
What! but, like thee, to triumph in my fate, 
And think it more than life to dje with thee. 
Red, Hence with 'em, take em, drive em from 
my fight, 
The fatal pair [ F>eunt all but Rodo. 
That look hail be my laſt. 
| feel my foul impatient of it's hondage, 
Diſ4aining this unworthy idle paſſion, 
And ſtruggling to be free, Now, now it ſhoots, 
It tow'rs upon the wing to crowns and empire; 
While love and Aribert, thoſe meaner names, 
Are left far, tar behind, and loſt for ever, 


r. 


SC EN E, the Palate, 
Enter the King and Scofrid. 


ef. TF not to glory, yet awake to love: 
And though regardleſs of your royal ſtate, 
Yet live for Ethelinda, live to fave her, 
Doom'd by the cruel Rodogune to die! 
flelpleſs and deſolate methinks the ſtands, 
And calls you to her aid. 
King. Seofrid, yes! Il once more rouſe me to 
And ſnatch her from her fate. Uthe war, 
on Then hear the means 
By which the gods prelerve your crown and love, 
Oſwald, of all our Saxon chiefs, the firſt, 
And neareſt to your brother's heart, had drawn 
The choſen ſtrength of all the Britiſh vouth, 
Under the leading of the gallant Lucius, 
To (ave the prince from your impending wrath. 
By ſecret marches they are near advanc'd, 
And meant this night to make their bold attempt. 
King. How favours this my purpoſe ? 
Scof. Thus, my lord. 
I have prevail's their force ſhall join with all 
Thoſe faithful Saxons, who are ftili your ſubjects. 
Your foes, fierce Offa and- his baughty fiſter, 
Secure and inſolent with new ſucceſs, 
Deſpiſe your numbers, and inferior ſtrength, 
And may this night with eaſe become your prey, 
Oſwald attends without to learn your pleaſure, 
And bear it to the valiant Britiſh chiefs. 
King. The Britons! Gods !-—the nation which 
| hate, f 
That Oſwald too The traitor ſtill has been 
Avow'd the flave of Aribert, his creature, 
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hed ſmile on him I deſtine to deſtruction. 
Bid him approach. A NO 
{Exit Seofrid, and re-enter with Oſwald, 
Se:f. The valiant Oſwald, Sir. 
| King, mou friend has ſpoke at large your bold 
deſign, | 
Worthy your courage, and your prineely friend, 
And howſoe'er the meddling hand of chance 
Has ſown the unlucky ſeeds of ſtrife between us, 
Yet I have ſtill a brother's part in Aribert. 
Nor ſhall my hand be flow to lead you on, 
Till we have driy'n theſe haughty inmates forth, 
And independent fix'd that ſov'reign right 
Which our brave fathers fought to gain in Britain, 
O. With honourable purpoſe are we come, 
With friendly greeting from the Britons king, 
And the fair offer of an equal peace. 
Ente only he demands ; ſend back the troops 
Which late arriv'd with Offa, now your foe 
As well as his; and ſet your princely brother, 
With the fair Ethelinda, ſafe and free, 
Theſe juſt conditions once confirm'd to Lucius, 
Ambroſius is the friend of royal Hengiſt. 
The Britons then ſhall join their arms with yours, 
To drive out theſe unhoſpitable gueſts; 
And leave you peaceful lord of fruitful Kent, 
The firſt poſſe on of your warlike father. 
King. In friendly part take we his proffer'd love, 
Bear this our ſignet to the gallant Lucius, 
[Giving bis ring to Oſwald, 
Our bond and pledge of peace. : 
Hate thou to join our valiant friends the Britons. 
My faithful Seofrid ſhall ſoon attend you, : 
With full ioſtructions for your private march, 
And means of entrance here ; with the whole order 
In which we mean t'attack the common foe, 
Oſww. I go, my lord, and may the gods befriend 
us. ; Exit. 
[ The King looks after Oſwald, then turnt and walks 
txvo or three times baſtily — the lage. 
Seof. Ha! whence: this tudden ſtart! [Afde.] 
That wraihful frown, 
Your eyes fierce glancing, and your changing viſage, 
Now pale as death, now purpled o'er with flame, 
Give me to know your pallions are at odds, 
And your whol- ſoul is up in arms within, 
Kizg. Oh, thou haſt read me right, haſt ſeen me 
To thee I have thrown off that maſk I ware; [well; 
And now the ſecret workings of my brain 
Stand all reveal'd to thee. 
But tis no time for talk. To Stwald fly, 
My foldier and my ſervant, often try'd; 
Bid him draw out a hundred choſen horſe, 
And hold 'em ready by the night's firſt fall. 
Lec 'em be all of courage well approv'd ; 
Such as dare follow wherefoe'er I lead, ſme. 
here e ex this night, or fate, or love ſhall bear 
Seef. I haſten to obey you, But, alas! 
Might your old man have leave to ſpeak his fear: 
King. I read thy care for me in all thoſe fears; 
But benut wiſe too much. Oft thou haſt told he, 


Love is a baſe; unmanly, whbining paſſion. 


This night I mean to prove it, and forſake it, 
No! by our gods, I'll ſuffer it no more. 
Seof. Where will this fury drive you ? 
\ King. To my heav'n, 
To Ethelinda's arms. This very evening, 
While the deluded Britons urge our foes, * 
And wreak my vengeance on the Saxon Offa, 


His boſom, fawning paraſite—No matter; 
They ſerve the preſent purpoſe of my heart, 
And 1 will uſe em now. Taught by thy arts, 


Amid the firſt diſorder of the fray, 
"Twill not be hard to ſeize che weeping fair: 
And, whi'e the fighting fools contend in vain, 


| will look kindiy on the wretch I loath, 


Wich all the wings the god of love can lend, 


Best not, my heart, for the ſhall fall thy victim. 
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To beer her far away. F | 

Seof. Ha !——whither mean you 
To bend this raſ I fear, this fatal flight? 

King. Near where the Medway rolls her gentle 
To meet the Thames in his imperial fream, [ waves, 
Thou know'ſ I have a caſtle of ſuch fireng 
As well may ſcorn the menace of a fiege; , 
Thither I n-can to bear my lovely pr ze, 

And,: in deToight of all the envious worid, 
There riot in her arms. But break we off. 

Haſte to perform my orders; and then fuliow, 
And thare in all the tortunes of thy king. { E xeunt. 
SCENE changes to a Temple. 

Enter Aribert and Ethelinda. ; 

Ethel. When this, the laſt of all our days of ſorrow, 
Flies faſt, and haſtens to fulfil it's courſe; _ 
When the bleſt hour of death at length is near, 
Why doſt thou mourn ? When that good time iscome, 
When we ſhall weep no more, but live for ever; 
In t at dear place, where no misfortunes come; 


Where age, and want, and fickneſs are not known, | 


And where this wicked world ſhall ceaſe from trou- 
When thick deſcending angels croud the air, bling? 
And wait with crowns of glory to reward us ;, 
Why art thou ſad, my love, my lord, my Arivert ? 

Ar. Is it decreed by Heav'n's eternal will, 
That none ſhall pais the golden gates above, 

But thoſe who ſorrow here ? Muſt we be wretched ? 
Muſt we be drown'd in many floods of tears, 

To waſh our deep, our inborn ſtains away, 

Or never ſee the ſaints, and taſte their joys ? 

Etbel. The great o en- viing Author of our beings. 
Deals with bis creature man in various ways, 
Gracious and good in all; ſome feel the rod, 

And own, like us, the father's chaſt ning hand! 

They go ceclining to the grave in peace, 

And change their pleaſures here for joys above. 
Enter Rodogune and Attendants. 

Rod. If, while the lives, till 1 am doom'd to 
Why am I Eruel to myſelf ;—No mote— ( luffer. 
"Tis fooliſh pity——bow ſecure of conqueſt 
The ſoft enchantreſs looks ! but be at peace ; 


Appear, ve prieſts, ye dreadful holy men ; 
Appear, and ſeize your ſecriſice, this Chriſtian, 
Bear her to death, and let her blood atone 
For all the miſchiefs of her eyes and tongue. 
[ Solemn muſic, 
Die SCENE draws, ard diſcovers the Inner Part © 
the Temple. A Fire is prepared on one of the Al- 
tors, near it are placed a Rack, Knive!, Axes, 
end other Infiruments of Torture. Several Priefts 
attending as for a Sacrifice, 
Ar. See where death comes, arr3y'd in all it's 
terrors ; 
The rack, conſuming flames, and wounding feel. 
Your cruel triumph had not been complete 
Without this pomp of horror. Come, begin 
Tear off my robes, and bind.me to the rack; 
Stretch out my corded finews till they burſt, 
And let your knives drink deep the flowing blood, 
You ſhall behold how a prince ought to die, 
And what a Chriſtian dares to ſuffer. 
ty be Guards ſeize Aribert and Ethelinda. 
Pri. Hill lon_ 
The prince's fate is yet deſert'd: the Woman 
Is firſt ordain'd to ſuffer. —Ere the fall | 
A victim to our gods, ſhe muſt kneel to em, 
Or prove the torture. | 
Ethel. I diſdain thoſe gods. 
Off. Bind her ſtraight, and bear her to the rack 
A-. What her — Oh, mercileſs ! 


. 
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To prove the bitter pains of death before thee, 
And lead thee on in the triumphant way. 

Ar. And can my eyes endure it! to behold 
Phy tender body torn t theſe dear, futt arms, 
That oft have wreath'd their ſnowy folds about me, 
Diſtorted, bent, and brake with reading pain? 

— Oh, Rodogune ! read, read in my fuil eyes, 

More than my tongue can ſpeak, and ſpare my love, 
Rod. No, I will tee} my heart againſt thy pray'r, 

And whi'per to myſelf with ſullen pleaſure, 

The gods are juſt at length, and thou ſhait feel 

Pains ſuch as 1 have known. 

Ar. Le:.me but die, 

Cut off this hated object from your ſigh. 

Red. No more | lei hear no more 

Ethel. Oh, follow thou ! | 
Be conſtant to the laſt, be rix'd, my Aribert. 

"Tis but a ſhort, ſhort paſſage to the ſtars. 

Ob, follow thou! Nor let me want thee long, 

And fearch the bliſsful regions round in vain. 

| | Solemn muſic, 

Enter an Officer, bir ſword drawn. 
OF. H-ngiftis here; he bears down all before him: 

The Britons, tog, have join'+their arms to his, 

And this way bend their force. \ 

Rad. Fly to my brother, [To ber Attendants. 
And call him to our aid. - 

Shouts within, and claſbing of Swords, 

Kirg. [Witbin.] Slave, give me way—— 

Sold, [Witbin.) You paſs not here. 

Scef. | Within. 

king ?-—Oh, curſed villain ! 

Erter the King wounded ; Seofrid, Oſwalt, ard 
Soldiers, with their Swwords drawn. Olwald 
rurs t9 Aribert. 

Se:f. Perdition on his hand—you bleed, my lord! 

King. My blood flows faſt— What, can I languith 

now ! 

So near my wiſh—len4 me thy arm, old S-ofrig, 

To bear me to her—ha! bound to the rack! 

Mercileſs dogs—ye moſt pernicious ſlaves ! 

F.y, fwift as thought, and ſet her free this moment, 

{ They unbind Ethelinda, 

Red. Tis vain to rave 2nd curie my fortune now, 
Thou native greatueſs of my ſoul befriend me, 
And help me now to bear it as | ought, 

Kine. The feeble lamp of lite ſhall jend it's blaze, 
To light me—thus far—only—anq no farther, 

{ Falling at Ethelinda's fret. 

Yet I look up, and gaze on thoſe bright eyes, 

As if 1 hop'd to gather-heat from thence, 

Such as might feed the vital flame for ever. [Hort, 
Ethel. Alas you faint | your haſty breath comes 

And the red ſtre am runs guiking hom your breait. 

Call back your thoughts from each deluding pation, 

To every unrepented act of evil; 

And ſadly deprecate the wrath divine. 

King. Oh, my fair teacher, you adviſe in vain; 
Thoſe envious gods 
Have done their worſt, and blaſted all my hopes; 
They have deſpoil'd me of my crown and lite, 

By a flave's hand———Bat 1 torgive em that, 

Thee—they have robb'd me of my joys in thee— 

Have trod me down to wither in the grave, 
Seof. My maſter, and my king! 

King. Old man, no more: 

[ have not leiſure for thy grit. Fre ve 

Thou, Aribert—ffait live, and wear my c:own— 

Take jt, and be more bleſt with it than I was. 

But Ethelinda, ſhe too ſhall be thine: in it 

That——that's too much, This world has nothing 

So good to give==the next may have —I know not— 


Erlel. Oh, ſtay me not, ꝙ love! with joy 180, i 
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fr. Torn thee from death, and riſe, my gentle 
A day of comfort ſeems to dawn upon us, [love; 
And Heav'n, at length, is gracious to our wiſhes. 
Ethel. So numberleſs have been my daily fears, 
And ſuch the terrors of my ſleepleſs nights, 
That till, methinks, I doubt th' uncertain happi- 
Tho' at the muſic of thy voice, I own ſnels : 
My ſoul is buſh'd, it finks into a calm, 
And takes ſure omen of it's peace from thee, 
Of. To end your doubts, your brother, the 
brave Lucius, [ To Ethel. 
Will ſoon be here—e'en now he ſends me word 
Fierce Offa and the Saxons fly before him ; 
The congu'ring Britons fence you round from dan- 
And peace and ſafety wait upon your loves. [ ger, 
Ar. Nor vou, fair princeis, frown upon our hap- 
pineſs 
Still ſhall my grateful heart retain your goodneſs, 
And ſtill be mindful of the life you gave, ; 
Nor muſt you think yourſelf a pris'ner here: 
Whene'er you ſhall appoint, a guard attends, 
To wait you to your brother's camp with honour, 
Red. Yes, I will go; fly, far as earth can bear 
From thee, and from the face of man for ever. ¶ me, 
Curs'd be your ſex, the cauſe of all our ſorrows ; 
Curs'd be your looks, your tongues, and your falſe 
arts, 
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Curs'd be your brutal pow'r, your tyrant ſway, 
By which you bend, and force us to obey. 
Oh, nature! partial goddeſs, lend thy hand, 
Be juſt for once, and equal the command; 
Let woman, once, be miſtreſs in her turn, 
Subdue mankind beneath her haughty ſcorn, 
And ſmile to ſec the proud oppreſſor mourn. 
[ Exit Rodogune. 
Oſw. The winds ſhall ſcatter all thoſe idle curſes 
Far, far away from you, while every bleſſing 
Attends to crown you. From your happy nuptials, 
From royal Aribert, , of Saxon race, 
—— to the faireſt of the Britiſh dames, 
ethinks I read the people's future happineſs ; 
And Britain takes it's pledye of peace from you. 
Ethel. Nor are thoſe pious hopes of peace in vain ; 
Since I have often heard a holy ſage, 
A venerable, old, and ſaint-like hermit, 
Thus, with divine, prophetic knowledge fill'd, 
Diſcloſe the wonders of the times to come 
One gen'ral ſtate this nation ſhall ariſe, 
In arms unrivall'd, and in councils wiſe ; 
Pits, Saxons, Angles, ſhall no more be known, 
But Bricon be the noble name alone; 
To diſtant lands ſhe ſhall extend her fame, 
And leave to lateſt times, a glorious name 
Her naval pow'rs ſhall rule the circling ſea, 
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That cheat our eyes, and wound our eaſy hearts; | 


And all her children ſhall be brave and frees 


